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A FURIOUS EPISTLE TO. PETER PINDAR, ESQUIRE. 
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| 7 OM PLUMB 1 his compli to PETER, 


Bees he may place this little bit of metre, 

Shining, alas! with too few ſparks of wit, 

Low at the mighty Pindar's Lyric feet. : 
Zlig]i honour'd, if it ohance his pen to wipe, 


Curl round his cali tail, or light his pipe 3 


Or, thruſt beneath his table*s ſhorteſt leg, 


Meet favour in the office of his peg 3 


Or placd beneath the pot that boils his broth, 


Save from black foot his damaſk table-clath.. 


Or, 


n 


Or loftier ſoaring, chance, with pride ſo big. 


4 * To cool the ir'ns wherewith he curls his wig, 
And ſave thoſe e hairs from being ſcorchid with fire, 
[ Which ſhade that Head, which, trembling, all admire. 
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PETER PINDAR 


CUT INTO ATOMS. 


C thou, O lyric Peter, chuſe but dalle 
While aſſes 8 at thee, and fools 2evile ? 
Canſt thou withhold thy laugh, and ſee each 0 
Damn thee, O Bard! and imitate at once? 
| Canſt thou, O Pindar! ſee each jingfing calf 
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Threſhing his brains for wit, without a laugh? 
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Who might as well beat the round wooden ball 
Tp a cal, © 4 its Srother WALL ; 
And not, "with Wit's "IEA Eye be mov'd to wo | 


To earth, a ſwath of Gunces at a blow ? 


T hou y t, perhaps, ride thy waggilh head, 1 


«© Poor fellows, let them work their mines of lead. 


I grant, without one atom of debate, 

Each man ſhou'd make the beſt of his eſtate; 
Lead hath its price, it makes good bullet-beads 
For guns, rare e tops, and dunces heads, F- 


But this t ade, cuulre Pindar, I'Il make bold, 


Their Lead can't current paſs for Peter's GOLD. 


Aſſes LS Give afles, Tou, as devils, their due, 
« If they can bray, let each his talent ſhew,” 


Then 


C's) 
Then bray, my acks, as loud as Ye can whiſtle, 


EF 


And he that brays the beſt ſhall win the thiſtle, | 
— hou'rt a good boxer, Peter, yet behold, 
There are bel I can't call them bold, 
Who dare, which proves them fools, to feike . blow, 
When, by thy weighty fiſt, to earth laid low. 
The man, whoſe bones are broken, tis moſt clear, 
For thoſe fame bones, hath little left to fear; 
| And for thoſe in at leaſt, need feel no pain; 
| Becauſe they cannot well be broke again. 
He that hath ſo well bang'd and bruis'd a ſkin, 
; 1 hat twixt each bruiſe _ cannot ſtick a pin, 
Has.no — cauſe, indeed it muſt be own'd, 


=> 


In a freſh place to fear another wound; 


LS ) 


So far ſuch beaten, bang'd and bruiſed wight, 
Upon ſuch ground, I grant, may dauntleſs Goh, 
But that damn'd aſs, upon whoſe ſound whole ſkin, 


Th' impreſſion of thy fiſt's as yet not ſeen ; 


Who plucks thy beard, and tries to ſtir wy rage 


E'en puts himſelf in poſture to engage, 


Of both hits | cars deferves to ſuffer lofs, rus eos. 


And have them nail'd in view at Charing-eroſs. 


Yet ſuch there are, who've taken matrv'lous pains 


To get their ſkulls crackt, beaten out their brains; 


And ſeem to beg the favor, Sir, that you 
Will give the honor of a knock-down blow. 


Of a few bangs the mean rogues wou'd grow proud, 


And ſhew their ſcars in triumph to'the-croud. 


Much 


(33 


Much honor'd in your blows, they'd boaſt a name: 


- . 


You'd kick and cuff the fellows into tame. 
Gad, Peter, many a man there is, I know, 

| Who'd give a leg, an arm, a rib or two, 

Cou'd he but enter, + in thy rhymes, 
Anatomized Hive to future times, 
From ſwords of kings high-honour'd mw fall, 
Your pen dubs mean dogs conſequential. 
Fame, glory, honor, and prodigious boaſting 
Derive From your ate rib-roaſting. 

” 1 grant, ſome fellows you have ſoundly beat 
'Tho* great their Sing, yet their fame how great ! 
Beneath your cudgel fellows grow ſo big, 

They ſtrut like a new judge in a new wig | 


They 
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They riſe in rank, like ſtairs, one above t' other, 


Who boaſts the moſt bangs, like an elder brother. 
The blockhead that o'er other blockheads crows, 
The richeſt ſtruts in * cuffs, and: blows. 


In one toad 5 the old nerd ſeems fulfill d 


P Spare 7 the rod, Sir, and you ſpoil the child. 725 


Such paltry fleſh ” you thus cook d and baſted, 


Is, by the tlic, Lich rare guſto taſted ; - 
Which, elſe, if twere "TIN out into the ſtreet, 
fb he very dogs themſelves wou'd ſcorn to eat. 
Well- ſeaſon'd, Sir, by you, and well diſht up, 
This carrion makes the rey beſt of ſoup. 


Ingenious vint' ners, given to pol, 


Can make well-taſted port-wine out of SLOES 3 9 


Thus 


446 
Thus vapid ſtuff the richeſt flavour gains, 
Run on the lees, O Peter ! of thy brains. 


Peter, thy pen, like Midas touch of old, 


Turns droſs, and chaff, and ſtocks, and mud, to gold. 


R. As like poſt-horſes, thro' England Jogging, 

N eber journey d had ſo far, but for N flogging. 
Lifted aloft, e in your golden line, 

Exalted in your Odes, behold, they thine 3 - 

Like rogues from carts, above all heads they riſe, 
Who ne'er r again may be fo near the ſkies. 

They all are proud of wi they ne'er could hope, 
That you ſhou'd deem them worth a golden rope. 
To W their necks ſtrung in your ſilver twine, 


I needs muſt own, the fellows die damn'd fine 


Pindar, 


FF} 
Pindar, whilſt Tom ſees fools and aſſes write, 


He claws his head, and bites his nails for ſpite ! 


And why? becauſe each aſs, and fool, and dunce, 
Condemns and imitates you both at once. 


Tf well they copy'd, ſurely, by that rule, 


We might be ſworn you were both aſs and fool ; 


For both thoſe parts they act to admiration, © 3 


In their egregious farce of imitation, 


Dogg'rel they name your verſe, unpoliſh'd, rough 
And, what is ſuch, each in his own gives proof. 


A man might think ia wit they did excel, 


Each plays to th' life the part of fool 6 well. 


Behold the lab' rers, toiling at the verſe, 


With heads as empty as a poet's purſe ; 


| Who 
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Who lack as much, if right the mark I hit, © 
Of ready money, as of ready wit. | | 
So dull! you'd ſwear ſome rogue had broke the houſe 
Of Wit, and ſtole thereout their very nous : 
Committed wand upon their ſenſes, 
And petit Larc ney on intelligences. 
Don't laugh.—Behold, O Lyric Bard divine! 
What ragged thoughts are hung on ev'ry line ! 
Like ſome poor clothes-line, each poor verſe appeary 
Hung with torn ſhirts, and ſmocks, and pillow-biers ; 
Sheets full of holes, ſtockings with grinning ſtitches, 
Patcht clouts, and ragged philoſophic breeches, 
Lord ! poverty's a very riod matter; 


To laugh at poverty's againſt my nature; 
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Or elſe to ſee them threſh their ſheaves of chaff 


Might call a ſmile up in a judge's face.; 


But, as I ſaid before, Tom has more grace. 
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For grains of wit, might make a body laugh. 
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To ſee them ſcratch the dung-hill of their brains, 
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And find no pearls but labour for their pains, EH R 
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Peter !—I fee theegrin—it is too bad 


Pindar, an empty belly, purſe, and head,, 


Are lamentable, Sir, and woeful caſes; 


Aſk pity, and the graveſt of grave faces. 
The man who looks upon an empty platter, 


By no means deems the ſame a laughing matter: 7 


When guts to bag- pipes are by hunger 1 d, 


No wonder that their owners are concern'd: 


( 
And with ſome reaſon, Sir, a man laments 
His tuneful tripes chang'd bo wind inſtruments. 
Hence many a bard for dinner, let me tell. ye, „ 
Sets ſonnets wa muſic of his belly. 
Such may, perchance, be theſe poor fellows hap, 
Thin as the mop-ſtick, ragged as the mop 1 


Your charity extends even to a mite; 


Sooner than ſtarve a louſe, you'd let him bite 
The teeth of theſe ſame vermin are ſo ſmall, 
Methinks I hear: thee ſwear, „they ve none at all. 


Their phangs are not ſo dreadful, or their bites, 


«© They are no bull-dogs, but, in ſatyr, nits.“ 85 5 = 


In little things, behold, what mighty power, ks - : ; , 


A race of mites will a vaſt cheeſe devour. 
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A company 
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A company of flies, as we are told, 
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Puſh'd from his throne king Pharaoh, Sir, of old. 
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And as the flies pour'd round his ears by dozens, 
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1 le ſtorm'd, and rav'd, and damn'd their hideous buzzings. 


A gnat, that crept, by chance, into his bath, 


Inflam'd the ſoul of Commodus with wrath 


Implacable, and urg'd, with phrenzy mad, 
bor bith-keeper dead! 
Lo! ſung by thee, Who hath not ul the Louſe, 
That wieultht, of late, ſuch ſcathe ſh royal houſe ? 


Popiel, the Poliſh Prince, his wiſe and brats, 


Were caten up, Sir, by a herd of rats. 
A Saxon duke, or grave hiſtorians err, 
By mice was ſtorm'd, with Onſlought in his rear; A 
Wenn go A 1 1 . Tho“ 


( 13 ) „ 
| Tho' ſtrengthen'd. with tough ſtag's-hide the redoubt, 
He cou'd not keep, tis aid, the vermin out: 

They ſack' d his bum, and victors in the fray, 

Bore off, as olunde half his arſe away ! 


This miſchief ne'er had chane'd, our ſenſe may teach us, 


If, Sir, he'd ſet a mouſe- trap in his breeches, 
"Pip wonderful to tell what evil ſprings, 
peter, e en from the leaſt of little things! 
Bchold, ſtrong ribb'd in Sal el mal 
That tage of glory aß the Bitz Tag 
Send many a cannonading Gallic ſinner, 
A ſop for Neptune's breakfaſt, or his dinner, 
Bolt-proof againſt the thunder of the battle, 
Sunk by a rat, that paltry piece of cattle. 
E Perhaps 
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Puſh, neck and heels, a Cæſar to his tomb; 


K 124 :) 
Perhaps of nat'ral hiſt'ry thou art full _ | 5. 


Behold a ſhrew-mouſe butcher a town-bull ; 

Behold a ſmall red worm, within his root, = 
Diſeaſe an oak, as it by lightning ſhot; 
A little grain of powder rend aſunder 
A ck of marble, as twere done by thunder; | 

Whoſe weather-cock now ſtrikes Heav'n's window-ſaſhes, | 
A tower, by a ſmall ſpark, conſum'd to aſhes; | 

A little pill, by ſkilful doctor given, 

Diſpatch a giant or to hell, or "IO 

A bit of ſteel, no bigger than one's thumb, 


1 


A little ax, repeating oft its ſtroke, 


Tumble, from mountain's brow, the ſtately oak. 


Believe 


i} 
Believe me, little things are little devils, 
Will work, unheeded, what a world of evils! 

Ariſe! draw forth Chryſaor* from your thigh ; N 
Doom fools, by ſquadrons, at each blow to die. 
Ariſe! and with the beſom of your fury, 

Sweep fools, by a t wards hell 1 a hurry 0 
Ariſe ! and with the caſt wind of your wa 
TY all theſe 14 into Neptune's bath! 

Ariſe and give each mother's ſon no quarter, 

And of a fury bray them in the mortar! 

Let 5 upon 11 0 fall, 1 thick a rain, 


From clouds ſo black, into heav'ns dripping-pan 


The Name of Arthur's Sword, in Spencer, 


39 


(x6 ) 


Cry havock | and from Pindus' ſhady pit, 


Let ſlip Apollo's nine flerce cats of wit“ 1 


Apollo's cat-o-nine tails take in hand, 


- 


And laſh theſe yelping curs from out our land. 


Explicit Tou Pro MB. 


A WORD MORE. 
Let looſe thy ſpir't of wit amongſt theſe ſwine, 

And drown them, plung'd into ſharp Attic 3 
Shake thou thy ſpear, and 1o! like lambs they'll ſkip, 
And fly, as from ſtout Ajax flew the ſheep... . 

Speak, and like. calves, when a wolf's voice they "oY 
They'll bell'wing run, and, running, ſtink with fear. 


be nine Muſes. 


And, 
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| And as, when GENTLEMEN in ſwecp-ſtakes join— 
: Four, five, or fix, or ſeven, or eight, or nine, 


His Race-Louſe ent'ring each at ſtarting-poſt, 


: Well-bred, and trained at his proper coſt ; 
At ſound of trump fire the white ſheet of paper; 
t The cattle from the conflagration WE 
In ſwiftneſs beating every ſort of wind, 
For lite they run, leave fire and flames behind ! 
So theſe—if on you, Sir, my Muſe prevails, | 


Tie, Samſon-like, a fire-brand to their tails. 


What peals of laughter, Sir, will crown the farce, 


| To ſee each ſcow'ring from his flaming arſe ! 
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